
How the First Thanksgiving Was Celebrated 

IT 
WAS over 300 years ago that the first Thanksgiving feast, or “Har- 
vest Home,” as it was called, was observed. Those of you who are 

old enough to have studied history have read stories of thise early 
days. After prayer and fasting and then a farewell feast, our Pilgrim 
fathers left the city of Leyden in Holland to find a home in a new and 
strange land. Their trip across the ocean was so very hard that when 
they sighted a new world the hearts of these brave Pilgrims were filled 
with prayer and thanksgiving. 

When they had strucgel ashore, first of all they fell upon their knees 
and gave thanks to find for their safe voyage. Thereafter it was always- 
their first thought when protected from danger or given greater strength 
to meet the trials of their new life, “to give God solemn thanks and praise,” 
as they called it. 

Their first winter in the new world proved a hard one for the little 
colony of Pilgrims and hunger and illness took many. How happy they 
were when at last the long winter wore away and with the coming of the 
spring of 1H21 they could sow their seeds. Needing food ns they did, can- 

not you imagine how eagerly they watched their crops and how they 
prayed for the protection of the coining harvest? How they felt when at 

last the summer of work, prayer and watching was over and they saw 

their reward in a rich harvest? The world had never seemed so fair to 
them, not even in the old days in Holland and England. Gold brown and 
scarlet were the woods nnd full of game of all kinds. There had been 

plenty of warm sunshine and showers and the tiny farms of the colonists 
wen* ready for a rich harvest. 

Their hearts were overflowing with gratitude. They tried to show It 

by devoting a whole week to having what was known as the first Harvest 

Home in New England. Many Indians came to see their sports and good 
times. For three days the Pilgrims entertained one of the great Indian 

chiefs and 90 of his braves. The Indians went into the woods and killed 

deer for gifts to the governor, the captain and others who had been kind 

to them. 
It was a wonderful merry-making when they feasted on oysters, fish, 

wild turkey, Indian maize and barley bread, geese, ducks, venison and 

other meats. They needed no other music than the clatter of spoons and 

forks on the pewter plates. Can you not see the good housewives with 

kettles and skillets preparing the great feasts day after day? They also 

had onions, parsnips, carrots, beets, as well as melons and wild grapes. 

Their hospitality to their Indian guests made the Indians friendly to 

them. Laying aside their work and hiking time to give thanks and re- 

joice and share with the Indians their bountiful harvests was the best 

possible way of proving their own gratitude for their blessings. This was 

the beginning of many years of Thanksgivings to follow. 

Just to think of ourselves on Thanksgiving is not enough. Our hearts 

should lie full of gratitude for all the good that 

has come to us since last Thanksgiving. And now 

to each and all of you may Thanksgiving of 1923 

prove tlie best one is the wish of 

UNCLE PETER HEATHEN 

SYNOPSIS. 
I'ncle IVIpp poiup* t» Hvi* »»t tho 

home nf ll.<• Trevellv.. twins Prudem-a 
arul PatiriUT. B**oaut*«» li« in lonely, 
the twine, with three of tlielr girl 
frii mis. form » ml-.i nary soriety .<njl 
adept hfm n» their •■li.nthen, Kaeh 
Kiri looks after snmw part nf hi- wel- 

fare iifil ll.er have trmt fun with him. 
dark mill Ilnnal.l are so impressed »l«n 

the work nf tl.e missionaries that they 

open a settlement house in I Si n a III s 

homo ll.is parents bring 
free liailis to poor hoy*. W Ith the h'Jp 
of the twins, thov nlso start a day 
nursery. Tl.o twins l.aye a hard, flay 
Eking rare of seven babies borrowed 
from neighboring nwr fi'inille* nmt are 

delighted yvlien I nele fetin' nrr’'c». 
They ey plain what they bays been 

doing, and ns the liie s'sters cf the 
baliie. have nor rime for them »« 

promised. 1 nele Peter eiisreste taking 
the youngsters h"me. dark anil 1i n 

aid have been liny lag tlielr tr,>"h|r"' 
too. as the last f-e* hath ruest broke 
the shower In the bathroom Tl.ey 
do not feel very ehe.rfol either" tent 
assisting the girls in earryli.K the 
bafrie* home. 

NOW CIO ON WITH TITE STORY. 

(Continued from Inst Sunday.) 

Donald’s faro flushed. He was 

tired and cross. "You needn't get 

go hot about it! I’ll carry one. of 

course, but I don't see why those 
• people can’t come for their own 

babies after we’ve taken care of 

them and f^d ’em, too." 
"I don't either, hut they haven’t 

and so we must take them home. 

Anyway, we’ve proved we could 

have a settlement house and that 

Is something. Some folks never do 

anythin* they say they are go- 

ing to.” 
“Well, Donald. I think you boys 

must have been having an Inter- 

esting time trying to help others,' 
was Uncle Peter's pleasant greet- 
ing when they Joined the group 
on the lawn. Ho spoke so cheerily 
that Donuld’s face cleared. 

We have to give It all up now 

for they busted the shower. We’ve 
been running a week though. 
Donald was proud of the fact. 

“You can give a lot of baths In 

a week.” Uncle Peter's voice ex, 

pressed never a hint of disapproba- 
tion as he concluded briskly, "It Is 

Another Way to Be 
- a Good Go-Hawk 

A good Go-Hawk is very 
grateful on Thanksgiving day 
for the good things that have 

come to him. Just think how 

many they are: his parents, Ids 

home, his friends and good 
times and perhaps you can add 

some others, too. So, remember 
this way to be a good Go-Hawk. 

growing so latp that these babies 
must be taken home. 

"Shall we put Larry with Patrick 
and Nora In the wheelbarrow?” 
asked Jack. 

"Mercy, no! They would knock 

each <*her out. I don't know what’s 
the matter but they scratch at 

each other If they get anywhere 
near together," hastily interposed 
Prudence. "1 think I'd better car- 

ry Norn. and Jack can take Larry 
hf cause he's sort of used to him 
now.~ Donald can take Patrick, 
and perhaps Uncle Peter and Pa- 
tience can manage the rest in the 
wheelbarrow." 

“Hadn't we better go the hack 

way?" Donald was still a little ner- 

vous over the unusual situation. 
Uncle Peter looked at him keen- 

ly. "Oh, I think not. The pave- 
ment this way will be so much 
easier for me to wheel the babies." 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ilrown’s Unexpected 
Ret urn. 

While Jack and Donald had vis- 
ions of more worlds to conquer and 
the twins' rest was disturbed -b*'_ 
dreams of ailing infants, Mr. and 
Mrs. Drown were having a most 
interesting time. They returned 
sooner than they expected and con- 

cluded they would go direct to the 
house and not see Donald before 
panning. 

“How good It seems to he at 
home once more," and Mr. Drown 

gave a sigh of contentment ns the 
car turned into the driveway. "I 
am positive about the first thing I 

want to do is to take a good plunge 
and shower, even if It is late." 
(Copyright bv David MrKey. All rights 

reserved Printed by permission end 

epeelal arrangement* with David Mc- 
Kay I'ubltehlng company.) 

(Continued Next Sunday.) 

jS^TlNY W TAD 
y 

aTALES^ 
One evening Maxine went with 

her uncle to tlie drug store to get 
some ice cream. She wanted an 

ice cream cone, hut her unde or- 

dered it 1m dishes. 
"Oh, uncle,” Maxine said disap- 

pointedly. “I don't want my lee 

cream in a dish. I want it in a 

sack so J) may eat the sack.” 

^ORRSHOR 
if s a 

Some of our little cousins are 

coming to spend Thanksgiving. I 
am trying to help mother and Polly 
this week by making Indian masks 
for the children to use in their 
Thanksgiving games. They always 
have such fun playing with false 
faces. I am making them of very 
strong brown wrapping paper. Fold 
it once and trace on it the half 
pattern of the face in the.center 
line along the folded edge above it. 
Then draw half of the head dress. 

Cut through the folded line to make 
the nose and mouth openings. Cut 
out shape of head crowned with 
feathers and the mouth and nose 

openings. Cut out only enough of 
the eyes to see through. 

Now open your mask and draw 
on the blank half the other feathers, 
eye, hair and ornament. Use crayon, 
water colors and little red paint. 
Paste a band on the underside at 
top and bottom to fasten the mask 
about the head. May all the Go*" 
Hawks have the best Thanksgiving 
they have ever had is the wish of 
their friend. PETER. 

POLLY’S 
COOK,^ 
BOOfCjgs 

You never can Imagine what T 
am going to make fur Thanksgiv- 
ing. I am going to try my Iuck 
with it the forenoon before Thanks- 
giving, then mother said we rould 
serve them at the close of our 

Thanksgiving dinner. We are go- 

ing to have a family dinner w.th 
eight here. Peter and I think it is 
lots of fun. 

Thanksgiving Mints. 
Four cups of sugar, one-fourth 

teaspoon cream of tartar, one-half 
rup hulling water, one-half ten- 

spoon vinegar. Let this boil rapidly 
until it is brittle when you drop a 

little from a spoon into cold water. 
Pour on a buttered platter. When 
about ready to pull, add two drops 
of oil of peppermint. Pull until 
white, then cul off in small pieces. 
Shake powdered sugar over it and 
put Into a covered pan for no 

hour and a half. 
Peter is sure these will be just 

the things to "top off," as he ex 

presses it, his Thanksgiving din 
ner. POLLY. 

Ople Daubs of Glenn, Mo., al- 

ways feels lonesome on Sunday If 

they do not get the paper so she 
can have the Happyland page to 

read. 

Coupon lor 

Happy Tribe. 

Kvery boy and girl render of 
this paper who wishes to join 

t he Go Hawks 
I lappy Tribe, 
of which James 
Whitcomb Ftiley 
was the first 

Big Chief, can 
secure his of- 
ficial button by 

send tig a 2-cent stamp with 

your name, age and address w.lh 
this coupon. Address your letter 
to "Happy.” care this paper 
Over 90,000 members! 

Motto 
"To Make the World a Hap- 

pier dace.” 
i'lotfgs 

"I promise to help some one 

-■every duy I w 11 try to protect 
the b rds and nil dumb an.main.” 

—Told in- 
The Children’s Museum 

A Shell's Own Sforij 
Did you know that I was made 

in the ocean and that every once 

in a while the animal who lived in- 
side .me added a room, to his house, 
moved in, sealed up the door of the 

old room behind him and never 
went back again? JI© really 
couldn't go back, even if he wanted 
to, for the old room would nut have 
been largf* enough for him. This 
is the reason ho had to keep build- 
ing on me as he outgrew his old 
homo. He was an aristocratic gen- 
U-man in his tastes, for he made 
me always of pearl. 

Can you guess his name? I’ll 
tell you. It wus Chambered Nan 
til us. I am the pearly house he 
made for himself in which to dwell. 
Most of his life he spent way down 
in the sea. He lived In warm, 

tropical waters, where, carrying me 

on his back, ho chased'the crabs in 
and out among the coral, fur they 
were his food. 

Wh»m his life was almost over. 

In Field and Forest. 
Last Sunday we studied the birch 

bark. In the winter about the 
only way we can tell one tree from 
another is the difference in their 
bark. Have you a sycamore tree in 
your yard or near your home? It 
so, take a good look at it and you 
will find that it is different in Us 
bark from any other tree. From 
the tali' trunk to the very topmost 
branch it looks ns though it were 
all spattered with whitewash. 

The bark keeps dropping off In 
thin plates and you can see the 
smooth whitish patches beneath. 
Fine checked plates of rusty brown 
cower the oldest portion. As you go 
back and forth to school this week 
sec if you can find a sycamore tree 
and tell it by its bark. Learn to 
be friends with the trees in winter 
as well as in summer. This is the 
season of the year when you must 
do your very best to help the birds. 
You remember about the little shelf 
that I built beneath ray window. 
Tijat is what I call my table for the 
birds. They visit me every day now. 
Ou Thanksgiving day they shall find 
an extra fine breakfast waiting for 
them. I am sure that many of the 
Go-Hawks are also planning to give 
the birds about them a Thangsgiv- 
Ing feast. May the day bring joy 
to all of you. Is the wish of your 

UNCLE JOHN. 

then I floated up to the top of the 
water, because my beautiful scaled 
up rooms are full of a gas-like air. 
Looking at my pearly dress, you 
would never kn»\\ how many years 
it took to make me, because my 
builder always added his new 
rooms in a spiral around the old 
ones. Perhaps you will laugh when 
I tell you that the animal himself 
apart from me looked like a cauli- 
flower sticking out through my 

doorway. 
Even so. he was su<-h a good 

carpenter that Oliver Wendell 
Holmes loved to think about his 
fine work as I sat on his desk. And 
so. one day he made known to all 
tho English speaking people my 

beauty and the patience of the ani- 
mal who built me. in bis poem, 
“The Chambered Nautilus.” 

Today I, the very shell, which 
caused him to write this poem, is 
in a case in the Children’s Museum 
together with some other very 
beautiful shells. Every day chil- 
dren from all over the world come 

to see me and admire my many- 
colored coat. I am glad, and I 
hope every one of you w ho read 
my little story will come to see me 

some day. 

WEATHER 

Will Rain Turkey* and Duck* 

All Week in Ilapp> laud. 

jpiTs to; 
ca^ac « 

B> BILL’/ SQUIORCL 

Hello, everybody. Today I am 

going to give you some Thanks- 
giving fun. Tho following mixed 
words ar<' the names of the thing* 
wo all like to have at our Thanks- 
giving dianer. Arrange, the letters 
in their proper order and see what" 
you will tlnd. 

1. Ketyur. 
2. Reblrsecarn 
3. Sutn. 
4. Sinarsl 
5. Nipmupk Eip 
t>. Cei Mrenc. 

Katherine Bright of St. I.ouis, 
Mo., spends her summers at their 
camp at Sugar Creek, so has a very 

good chance to las kind to dumb 
unimals. 

THE SINGING DELL 

--- -J 

A BIRD'S THANKSGIVING 

H> HAPPY. 

I'M NOT so very big and tall 

And It is cold up in iny tree, 

The leaves are gone and over all 

The wind is blowing snow on me. 

I'm hungry, too, nnd cannot find 

Kuough on which a bird may feed, 
11ut there are children who are kind 

And scatter crumbs for blids In need. 

I must give thanks because 1 know 

They'll not forget the songs I sing 
When summer winds so softly blow, 

They love the message that 1 bring 


